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CONFORMITY IS SURVIVAL 

Have you ever watched a 
school of fish? Did you no¬ 
tice that when a few dart 
off in a new direction the 
whole mass seems to shift 
into that new direction? This 
looks like a survival instinct 
that worked, if the leaders 
were smart. If they were 
dumb they probably got 
eaten first. Either smarter 
leaders evolved or else the 
school didn’t survive. 

This may be similar to the 
survival instinct that hu¬ 
mans call "conformity" in 
our species. People seem to 
unconsciously follow the 
pack. Some human leaders 
seem to be aware of this 
phenomenon and hire a few 
people to start a fad and 
then they sell a lot of hula 
hoops, brown rice, houses in 
the suburbs, black shoes, 
flags or whatever. 

Business tries to get peo¬ 
ple to conform to their 
ideas, to make more profit. 
This is called creating the 
demand. Politicians do it for 
power and money. Radicals 
do it for power and money 
or for freedom. Maybe the 
masses unconsciously follow 
the leader that they think 
will help them survive the 
best. Human masses are 
continuously lied to and 
swindled — out of their la¬ 
bor, money and freedom. 

Maybe what the masses 
need is more "real" examples 
(leaders who are not trying 
to be leaders) of people who 
are finding their own free¬ 
dom and happiness. Examples 
who don’t lie, exploit or 
make a Profit. As people 


learn of more examples of 
others getting free, they 
may eventually get enough 
confidence to try it them¬ 
selves. And eventually the 
whole mass may shift direc¬ 
tion just like the fish. 

Finding these examples 
might be an interesting job 
for writers and video peo¬ 
ple. It would take consider¬ 
able imagination and skill to 
find these low profile exam¬ 
ples. 

I wonder if the leaders, 
of the schools of fish, know 
that they are leaders? May¬ 
be they just do what they 
think is best for their self 
and they survive. The aware 
fish may recognize this 
wisdom and follow it. 

This kind of leader has 
no hassles; no power trip to 
maintain, no front to keep 
up, no lies to remember, no 
boards or committees to 
please and no need to beg 
for donations. This leader 
has no need for enforce¬ 
ment. This leader has no 
Profit to reap, except its 
own selfish motive of doing 
what is best for itself. This 
leader could care less, if it 
has a following, it is going 
its own way and surviving. 

Conformity is not a bad 
thing. It is a means to learn 
better ways. A wise fish 
conforms to the best way it 
can see, whether that way 
has followers or not. It is 
called — survival. An igno¬ 
rant fish follows the first 
school it comes to and stays. 
(I was a young ignorant fish 
in 1944, when I enlisted in 
the Navy in WWII. But I 
wised up by the time the 
Korean War started.) 


FREE [ 

Squirrel Adventure 

A couple of weeks ago, 
the burglar alarm went off 
in the warehouse that my 
office is in. It was light out 
and 7:00 a.m. I figured it 
couldn’t be burglars. I put 
on a jacket and went out 
into the warehouse and seen 
my two Squirrel neighbors 
scurrying around. I figured 
they tripped the alarm as 
there were no windows 
broken, nor doors open. 

So then and there I de¬ 
cided to quit feeding the 
rascals and maybe they 
would leave the way they 
got in. But after a couple of 
weeks they just learned to 
knock jars off the shelves 
outside my office. Then they 
could get into the food that 
spilled out. They found my 
one pound plastic bear filled 
with honey (that I had mis¬ 
placed) and they had car¬ 
ried it off to the center of 
the warehouse and chewed 
into it and ate it all up. I 
didn’t know they were so 
smart. 

Then I put nuts near the 
door for a few days. They 
found them and devoured 
them. Next I left the door 
open a few inches and put 
nuts there again. I hid qui¬ 
etly and watched. They went 
and ate the nuts but 
wouldn’t leave the building. 

I got the landlord down and 
we went on the roof to look 
for a hole they could have 
come in through. No holes. 
So we figured they got in 
last fall, when canoes were 
delivered to the warehouse. 

I decided I’d better trap 
them so that they wouldn’t 
set off the alarm when I 
wasn’t there to shut it off. I 
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had found an old heavy suit 
case in a dumpster a week 
or so before and decided to 
use that for a trap. I 
propped it open and put 
nuts inside. In a day or so 
they found the nuts and 
cleaned them out. The next 
day I put nuts around and 
in the suitcase again. Only 
this time I propped the lid 
up with an eight inch long 
wooden dowel and placed the 
dowel on top of an. English 
walnut. It worked. I heard a 
, 'clunk‘' from inside my of¬ 
fice and ran out and heard 
a squirrel inside the suit¬ 
case. I took him outside and 
released him. Then reset the 
suitcase. Within an hour I 
had the other squirrel 
caught and released. 

That was a fun adventure. 
The squirrels have not re¬ 
turned. I saved my landlord 
the cost and hassle of a 
trap or an exterminator. 
Gave two squirrels their 
Freedom (which they didn’t 
seem to want). I utilized a 
discarded suitcase and may 
yet find another use for it. 
It was more fun than 
watching TV, going to a 
movie or even reading sci¬ 
ence fiction. Something I’ll 
never forget and will get 
many good miles out of, by 
just retelling my alarm trip¬ 
ping squirrel trapping 
story. It was real life, not 
vicarious fiction BS. 

Heater Score 

A couple of months ago I 
found an electric heater that 
looked like a steam radiator 
in a dumpster. I took it to 
my office and plugged it in. 
It didn’t work, as I sus¬ 
pected. I had never tried 
this style of heater and 
wondered if it would be 
better than the blower type 
I’m using to heat my office. 

I took it apart and discov¬ 
ered the thermostat to be 
burned out. 


I called around to buy a 
new thermostat. One place 
wanted $16. It is just a sim¬ 
ple little piece of bimetal 
and my other heater cost me 
only $34 new. So I called 
another repair store and 
they said that my Delonghi 
heater had been "called in" 
because of a faulty thermo¬ 
stat design. They told me to 
bring it in and they would 
replace the thermostat free 
of charge. Wow! I brought it 
in! It took almost two 
months to get the part from 
Italy, but maybe they didn’t 
have any strong swimmers 
on hand at that time. The 
one who did deliver the part 
complained that the Missis¬ 
sippi had some ice in it, so 
it had slowed him down. 

I picked it up today 
(Valentines Day, what a nice 
present the world gave me. 
Actually, the world didn’t 
give it to me. I hardly ever 
pass up the opportunity to 
peak in a dumpster. This 
time opportunity knocked 
and I opened the door. I’ve 
found that if I open the 
door often enough, some¬ 
thing very nice often walks 
in.) and it works slick. The 
Delonghi must be a very 
good company to stand be¬ 
hind their heaters like that. 
No blower noise and no con¬ 
stant dust being circulated. 
I thought I was going to 
have to buy a broom or 
vacuum cleaner. I really 
lucked out on that dump¬ 
ster. 

Boycott Preparation 

Anyone who wants to pre¬ 
vent the next war might 
want to get a boycott 
brigade organized now, to 
be ready when it begins to 
look like "their” next war is 
getting close. 

If we had lots of people 
already lined up for tele¬ 
phoning and whatever, to 
get people to threaten all 


the Big Corporations (the 
BC’s) and let them know 
that everyone was going to 
quit buying their products; 
that some were going to sell 
their stock in the BC’s and 
others were going to quit 
working for them. We could 
easily bankrupt them if we 
tried. They know this. 

I expect they would 
rather back-off from a war, 
than go broke. 

This kind of preparatory 
action should prevent War, 
but it is not likely to create 
Utopia. But it will save 
lives, property and a lot of 
taxes, so it may be a worth¬ 
while undertaking. "An 
ounce of prevention. ..." 

I would guess that most 
anti-war groups will not pay 
any attention to the above 
suggestion because I think 
most of them are infiltrated 
by the Profit Establishment 
and the infiltrators will dis¬ 
courage this boycott action. 
But I could be wrong. I re¬ 
member being wrong once 
before, back in ’44, when I 
enlisted in WWII. 

Computer Crash 

My computer hard disk 
"crashed" and I lost about 
20 megabytes of programs 
and data. I had been lucky 
for about three years, so I 
was lax about my floppy 
back-ups. I messed around 
with it and couldn’t recover 
much of it. Then I learned 
from my friend Jerry, who 
runs the WIENERY CAFE on 
Cedar Av. & Riverside in 
Mpls., that my problem was 
probably in my Dos. 
(Incidentally he has the 
finest Ruben sandwich I’ve 
ever tasted, made the classic 
way.) A friend in Calif, in¬ 
stalled a (free) copy of ver¬ 
sion 5 of Dos on my hard 
disk. I somehow messed 
around in such a way that I 
was trying to run Dos 5 in 
a Dos 3.20 version. That’s 
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what crashed it, I think. 
Then I couldn’t get back 
into operation because I had 
neglected to make a floppy 
copy of Dos version 5. So I 
had to buy it for $59. My 
Calif, friend had also in¬ 
stalled a back-up program 
called, Back-it4 and advised 
me to make a full back up 
of my hard disk. It took 50 
floppies, but I did it. I 
couldn’t get it to restore 
that information even with 
the new Dos. I figured I’d 
now have to buy Back-it4 
for $195 to get my data 
back. But as luck would 
have it, I had made a floppy 
copy of Back-it4 while still 
in Calif. I now recall that he 
had advised that. After re¬ 
installing Back-it4, I finally 
got back all my backed up 
data. 

I lost my most recent 
editing of my manuscript of 
my new book because I had 
failed to back it up on flop¬ 
pies. So, I had to re-edit 
the first third of it. Now it 
is finally finished and is 
ready to send off to a pub¬ 
lisher, if I can think of one 
who might be interested. 

Now I’m ready to leave 
Minneapolis and head out for 
more adventure. But now I 
find that it "scares" me, to 
think of leaving. I have ev¬ 
erything set up nicely in my 
little Utopia and running 
smoothly. So now I’ve got to 
convince myself that I 
should go ahead with my 
plan to buy a boat or go to 
Mexico for my dental work. 

Dental Done 

I finally did it! I got my 
teeth replaced. 

Friday, Feb. 21, 1992, I 

left Minneapolis at about 
7:00 a.m. in my Toyota Ter¬ 
cel, with my squirrel trap 
suit case (with the squirrel 
pee washed out) and started 
rolling on down Interstate 
35 towards Laredo, Texas. 


The roads were fine. I 
made good time. I stayed in 
cheap motels at night and 
left at about 4:00 a.m. each 
morning. 

I arrived in Laredo in the 
forenoon on Sunday. Stop¬ 
ped at the Johnson Insur¬ 
ance Company and inquired 
about auto insurance that 
would enable me to cross 
the border into Mexico. 
They told me there was a 
new law that all Americans 
would have to have "full” 
coverage and all their in¬ 
surance papers with them. 
I only have liability insur¬ 
ance so I figured I couldn’t 
go to Monterrey as I had 
planned. Then I had my 
first vision of having to 
turn my car around and go 
home. Then I thought of 
asking him if there was any 
way around this. He said 
yes. I could use his phone 
and call my insurance agent 
and get full coverage and 
have it "faxed" to me on 
their fax machine. Then I 
could cross the border. 

50 Mile Limit 

Then he told me that I 
couldn’t travel more than 50 
miles from the border with 
that American Insurance. 
(Then I had another vision 
of having to turn around 
and go home.) I would have 
to buy Mexican Insurance to 
go the 150 miles to Mon¬ 
terrey. So, I asked him how 
much that would cost. He 
figured out three different 
policies for me. The cheap¬ 
est coverage which included 
a lawyer would have been 
$61.46 for one week. For a 
month it would be $149.89. 
For two months it would be 
$240.42. I then got a much 
more clear vision of turning 
my car around and going 
home. 

I told them I would have 
to think this over. Then an 
American couple a little 


younger than me came in to 
buy insurance. They looked 
very familiar. But I just 
couldn’t place them. They 
didn’t seem to notice me as 
they were busy buying in¬ 
surance. Finally, as I was 
about to depart, they came 
over and said "Hello." I 
asked them where we knew 
each other. They used to 
run the cafe in Randall, 
Minn, where she used to 
make the best pie in the 
state. We had a nice talk 
and I drove away and found 
a cafe to have my late 
breakfast. I didn’t get 
much thinking done in the 
cafe so I parked near the 
central plaza and laid back 
in my reclined seat and cov¬ 
ered my eyes and did some 
hard thinking. The vision 
was by now getting very 
solid in my mind of giving 
up and heading back home. 

I tried to think of any 
alternatives there might be, 
so that I could get my teeth 
replaced. One alternative 
which seemed quite reason¬ 
able was to store my car 
here in Laredo, Texas and 
take a bus to Monterrey. I 
recalled a gas station stop, 
south of San Antonio, where 
I had asked the cashier if it 
would be cheaper to get my 
dental work done in Monter¬ 
rey or in Nuevo Laredo. 
She had said it would be 
cheaper in Nuevo Laredo. I 
didn’t believe this could be. 

Anyway, the thought 
popped into my mind that I 
should park my car and 
walk across the bridge and 
just check things out as 
long as I’m here and then 
re-think the whole thing. 
So I asked a parking lot 
attendant how much he 
would charge if I left my 
car for a month. He said a 
straight $5.00 per day. I 
decided to look for a lot 
nearer the bridge. I found 
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a huge free public parking 
lot next to the bridge. 
Hundreds of cars. So I 
parked and walked across 
the bridge. No guards. But 
on the Mexican side I had to 
pay 25 cents to get through 
the turnstile. How 

marvelously easy. (I noticed 
I had a headache. I never 
get headaches. So I tried 
relaxing it. That helped a 
little.) 

Main Drag 

In a few steps I was on 
the main drag of tourist 
haven. Within a block a 
ragged sign said Dentist and 
pointed to the right. I 
followed that street for 
three or four blocks and 
couldn’t find an office. So I 
figured I didn’t read the 
sign carefully enough and I 
headed back to it. I barely 
got there and a young man 
came up to me and asked in 
excellent English if I wanted 
to find a doctor or what did 
I seek. I said a Dentist. 
He said he knew an excellent 
one. This was Sunday, mind 
you, so I didn’t expect to 
find one open until the next 
day. But he took me to one 
that was open. He said the 
examination would be free. 
The dentist did not have 
expensive equipment, but it 
looked like it would do the 
job. He wanted $15 per 
tooth to pull all 15 of my 
teeth. That is cheap per 
tooth but is a lot of money 
in total. He said he could 
pull all the teeth and make 
false teeth for me and have 
them in my mouth late that 
afternoon. That was amazing. 

Then I asked what it 
would cost for partial plates 
for both upper and lower to 
fill in all the gaps, 5 in 
upper and 8 in lower jaw. 
He said that would be $300 
total for both plates 
including teeth cleaning, 
(which I needed) and he 


would put them in later that 
afternoon. SOLD! I said. 
So he made the molds he 
needed and asked for half 
payment in advance and 
sent me off for two hours. 
Jimmy, my guide, waited 
around in the office with me 
for over an hour and helped 
me with my very limited 
Spanish. He was a great 
help. When we left I tried 
to get him to tell me what I 
owed him. He said it was 
up to me. So I said how 

about $5.00. He said how 

about $20. I said how about 
$10. He said OK and we 
parted friends. I don’t 

know if I overpaid, but I 
was happy with the Dentist, 
so what the Hell. I was 
dressed very straight with a 
three piece suit that was 

probably 20 years behind 
the style, so he probably 
figured I wasn’t rich. Later 
I noticed all the other 
tourists had only sport 
shirts and trousers. 

I walked around the mar¬ 
ket area for a while and 
couldn’t see anything I 
wanted to buy, except four 
packs of Delicados cigarettes 
(that tobacco has the fra¬ 
grance of a fine cigar) (30 

cents/pack) and four packs 
of their superior matches 
which almost explode when 
you strike them. (I noticed 
I still had a headache, so I 
tried harder to relax that 
part of my head. That 
helped a little.) I found an 
outside table area in the 
market and ordered a beer 
and smoked a few cigarettes 
and people-watched for a 
while and soon it was time 
to get my teeth. 

I had to wait a little at 
the dentist’s for the teeth 
to arrive and watched their 
TV. It had wrestling mostly 
and at first, it was fright¬ 
ening, it was so cruel. But 
later I could see they were 


all pulling their punches 
and no one was really get¬ 
ting hurt. They were all 
expert stunt men. But the 
dentist thought it was all 
for real. The teeth came 
and they had to re-adjust 
the little clamps that hold 
the plates to the real teeth. 
They looked good and felt 
good. Now my gums are 
quite tender. I expect it 
will take a while to get them 
toughened up to stand the 
impact of chewing again. 

The Old Grind 

It feels so good to be 
able to grind my food with 
my back teeth again and is 
much faster than trying to 
do it with only two front 
teeth that matched. I’m sure 
glad I didn’t have them all 
pulled and have to suffer 
while my gums healed, while 
I’m breaking in a new set of 
false teeth. 

Crossing the bridge 
(border) back into USA, I 
had to pay 50 cents and was 
asked what country I was 
born in. They didn’t even 
ask for my driver’s licence 
this time. 

With my new plates in my 
mouth I stopped at a fast 
chicken place and ate two 
pieces of chicken. I could 
grind ok but my gums were 
pretty tender. Then I got 
back into my car and 
headed home late Sunday 
afternoon. I then took more 
time to work on relaxing my 
head in the area of the 
pain. This reduced it to al¬ 
most nothing. That night in 
a motel I watched TV for an 
hour or so and I didn’t no¬ 
tice the headache by the 
time I went to bed. And it 
didn’t come back the next 
day. I figured all that hard 
thinking in the car is what 
caused it. When I felt al¬ 
most totally defeated, I 
think is when it must have 
started. I must have short- 
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ed out something in that 
thinking process? 

By the time I arrived in 
Minneapolis on Tuesday, Feb. 
25th at 11:30 a.m. my gums 
were already getting tough¬ 
ened up so that my eating 
was getting to be more plea¬ 
surable. It was a hard 
drive, but I stopped each 
night at a motel so it wasn’t 
as bad as most of my trips. 
It was 1,420 miles each way. 
It cost me $78.48 for gas 
(round trip) and $94.94 for 
motels. I lucked out on 
good weather both ways. 

I finally have got over my 
last hurdle that has kept me 
from becoming my Gypsy of 
the Sea fantasy. I have 
been trying to get this 
tooth problem cleared away 
for three years, but things 
just never fit together to 
make it happen until now. 
Wow! What a relief! 

Buy American? 

Back in 1957, I remember 
the "Buy American!" slogans. 
I wanted to buy a German 
VW because they were get¬ 
ting 31 miles per gallon. I 
allowed myself to be influe¬ 
nced and bought a Rambler. 
It got 20 mpg and before it 
was paid for, the body had 
rust spots like measles and 
the rear end went out. 

They are crying it again, 
but this time I bought a 
Toyota. 

A MATTER OF METALAW, A 

science fiction by Lee 
Correy, DAW Books, Inc. 
"When in total ignorance, 
try anything and you’ll be 
less ignorant." (But, of 
course, be careful.) 

SKIRMISH (The Great 
Short Fiction of Clifford D. 
Simak) by Clifford D. Simak, 
1977, G. P. Putman’s Sons 
(in hard cover) The forward 
gives some very logical 
reasons why we won’t be 
invaded by aliens and why 
there will not be star wars 


with other planets or space 
empires. He didn’t have star 
wars in his science fiction 
novels, but I liked his work 
very much. I think I read 
almost all of his books. 

I have been disappointed 
by most of the other SF 
writers because they usually 
have wars in their novels . . 
. as if they were inevitable. 
It is almost like the 
"Establishment" wants us to 
believe that wars are OK 
and unavoidable. But like 
Simak, I don’t think there 
will be any reason to have 
wars . . . once we get a 
logical and sane economic 
system implemented. 

This book is well worth 
reading, especially the for¬ 
ward . . . reassuring food 
for thought there. 

THE DAY OF THE 
TRIFFIDS, a SF novel by 
John Wydnham, 1951, Fawcett 
Crest Books. "If you don’t 
fight to live your own life . 

there won’t be anv 
survival. . . . Only those 
who can make their minds 
tough enough to stick (to) it 
are going to get through. . . 
." This is about an acci¬ 
dental release of some ge¬ 
netically developed seeds 
which were carnivorous, 
some weapon that blinded 
people and plague germs 
that mysteriously dropped 
out of orbit and blinded and 
killed about 9996 of the 
world’s population. This 
book was written in 1951, 
but it still seems very vivid 
and plausible. 

ALAS, BABYLON, by Pat 
Frank, 1959, Bantam Path¬ 
finder, which had 29 print¬ 
ings by the 1974 edition, 
which I found. This book is 
about a family that was 
caught in WWIII. This story 
also seems very plausible. 

These last two books have 
mightily inspired me to 
increase my efforts to 


prevent WWIII, while we still 
have the chance. 

Escape? 

I have a pretty good 

Utopia set up here in my 
$40/mo. office in a ware¬ 
house. I have survived the 
winter. These two books 
have reminded me of the 
fact that we may not have 

the time to make world- 

change by our examples of 
our personal Utopias in the 
woods, mountains or boats. 
Maybe it is an ESCAPE. Is it 
telling the Establishment, 
"Go ahead with your de¬ 

struction of my life-support 
system and your species an¬ 
nihilating war. I’ll build my 
own little Utopia." Is this a 
short sighted solution? Will 
our little Utopias be able to 
survive when the cities and 
manufacturing centers are 
bombed out and the fall-out 
and evacuees are rushing 
toward us? 

I have decided to focus 
all my energy on informing 
as many people as I can 
about the world-wide eco¬ 
nomic system that would 
transform the world into an 
Utopia within a year, if 
enough people begin to help. 

With the Priceless Eco¬ 
nomic System (PES) there 
would no longer be a reason 
for armies, taxes, pollution, 
starvation, stealing or gov¬ 
ernment. Then there would 
be strong motivation for 
doing as Buckminster Fuller 
has urged, "Make the most 
and the best with the least." 
And, "Let’s play a game 
where everyone is a win¬ 
ner." The Profit System has 
just the opposite motivation. 
Or as the Hippies said, 
“Let’s do things for people 
instead of for profit." Oh, 
where, oh where, have all 
the Hippies gone? Gone to 
Yuppies or drugies every 
one? 
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I believe that if I can 
persuade just a few more 
people, like you, to take up 
this work . . . the rest will 
soon follow, because every¬ 
one wants Utopia, but they 
have been conditioned to 
believe it’s impossible. We 
need to help them to see 
that it is possible and that 
we will each be much better 
off if we each begin to rule 
our self. We need to help 
them see that it is illogical 
to think that government, 
parties or groups will ever 
liberate us. Following groups 
is like locking oneself into 
jail. 

If just a few "thinking 
people" will discontinue 
their diversions they will 
have plenty of spare time 
(even if they have a 40 
hour job) to help promote 
the logical alternative — the 
PES. 

My hope is that some of 
my readers will have some 
better ideas on how to get 
the PES off the ground and 
get it really rolling. Every¬ 
one has ideas. Yours, may 
be the one that will give the 
snow ball a real shove. It is 
really an easy down hill roll 
because everyone wants 
Utopia, they just think it’s 
unachievable, even as I did 
at first. As people add their 
little pushes, the ball gets 
larger and travels faster. 
Once one starts pushing, 
one gets more ideas and 
pushes again and the idea 
spreads out even more. 

MPN 

We are working with the 
Multiple Progression of Num¬ 
bers. The farther the idea 
gets down the pyramid the 
faster it spreads out. The 
PES (Utopia) is not impossi¬ 
ble or hopeless . . . it’s an 
idea whose time has come . . 

. it’s an opportunity 
knocking . . . open the door 
and survive! 


Or we can just continue 
knocking down straw-men or 
wait for Jesus or the Gov¬ 
ernment. I think Jesus came 
to the conclusion (after 
2,000 years of observation) 
that we got ourselves into 
this mess and God (or evo¬ 
lution) gave us brains and 
thumbs, so it is up to us to 
find our way out of it. Of 
course we know that Gov¬ 
ernment (our jailers) have 
absolutely no intention of 
giving us an Utopia. That 
would make Government un¬ 
necessary. So that puts 
survival right back into our 
own individual laps. If you 
want something, you must 
start some action towards 
getting it! That’s life! 

Many times over the last 
23 years I have thought 
that my woods and boat 
Utopias were just "Escape" 
trips, and not "helping to 
rebuild” trips. Maybe they 
were. Or maybe we need to 
escape once in a while to 
get a chance to get re¬ 
inspired and think things 
through a little better. I 
just don’t know. 

I speculate. I sure wish I 
knew the right answers. 

Good Space 

We are in a really good 
space in time right now 
(March 9, 1992). We don’t 

have a big war to anti-war. 
This is a time-space in 
which we can devote our 
full attention to discovering 
and taking more of our own 
freedom and creating more 
of our own independence. 

Wars are major imminent 
fear mongering distractions. 
They keep us far too scared 
to even think about individ¬ 
ual freedom, let alone build¬ 
ing Utopia. 

If we can take our minds 
away from the thousands of 
other distractions we are 
into, during this short brea¬ 
ther space between wars, we 


can make major progress to¬ 
ward our own individual 
freedom and independence. 
Individual freedom and inde¬ 
pendence may be the found¬ 
ation blocks of World Utopia. 

As individual people find 
more ways to get their per¬ 
sonal freedom, they will be 
followed by the more aware 
people. We can share our 
ideas and progress with 
more people by producing a 
newsletter (just sending it 
to friends at first) or in 
some other way show more 
people the short-cuts we 
have discovered to gain 
more freedom. 

Others have gone before 
us from the Rat Race to 
freedom. We can learn from 
them. No need to re-invent 
the wheel. Same with those 
who attempt to follow us. We 
can blaze a trail for them, 
i.e., leave them some records 
of our short-cuts. The more 
people who leave the envi¬ 
ronment-destroying Rat Race 
. . . the better chance our 
planet can heal itself and 
the sooner we’ll have an 
Utopia. 

LFP Purpose 

To help create Utopia on 
Planet Earth, soonest. 

Subscriptions 

The LFP is more or less 
bimonthly. For a free sub¬ 
scription, just send some 
postage. No donations. 

Make Copies 

If you think these ideas 
have any value and you 
wish to help build Utopia, 
please have copies made and 
pass them on to thinking 
people. It will be fun and 
your participation is far 
more important than you can 
imagine. 
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